The Revolution
tlon, A more picturesque story is that a wretched scrivener,
who had been bullied by the tyrant on the Bench, caught
sight of his terrible eyes, which still haunted his memory, as
Jeffreys was lifting a tankard to his lips at the parlour window
of the " Red Cow."
How he came to be discovered matters not. The con-
stables had the right man, and now their uneasy task was to
get him lodged safely in jail. For the news of his arrest
spread rapidly and a mob gathered round, yelling at him and
pelting him with mud and stones as the officers dragged him
through the streets and lodged him at the house of Captain
Jones, a shipmaster. He may have been a magistrate, for he
obtained a coach and a guard armed with blunderbusses, and
the Lord Chancellor and his captors set off for London,
followed by a howling mob. The constables placed a man
on their prisoner's knees so that the people could not see him,
but the mob flung dirt and mud and yelled with hatred and
joy, until a company of trained bands arriving, they managed
to carry their prisoner safely to the house of Sir John
Chapman, the Lord Mayor, at Grocers' Hall.
My Lord Mayor was at dinner, and when he saw the
bedraggled wretch weeping at his feet, and knew him to be
the great Lord Chancellor, he fell in a fainting fit, and some
say died soon afterwards. A mob filled the courtyard of his
house, yelling for the prisoner to be given up to them.
Messengers were sent to the Council to know what was to be
done. It is said that Jeffreys offered to draw a warrant com-
mitting himself to the Tower, so that he might be carried
there in safety and guarded from the mea outside who were
thirsting for his blood.
At last a warrant for his committal to the Tower arrived,
Once more he was put in the coach, two companies of trained
bands surrounding the prisoner, and, in spite of yells of
vengeance, cries for justice and threats of destruction, he
was safely delivered over to Lord Lucas^who was then
Lieutenant of the Tower.
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